THE   TIME   OF   MY   LIFE                 I?
kindly blue eyes and soft southern drawl were disarming and
washed away my bitterness. If he wanted an orphan he could
have me.
But there were delays, consultations, and more delays. He
walked the length of the car and back, glancing briefly right and
left while my heart fluttered uneasily. Then with a hand under
my chin he lifted my face, searching it with his shrewd, slightly
humorous eyes. He must fetch his wife, he said. I looked all
right to him, but she, too, must be suited.
In an hour or so they returned. "Well, son," he said, pattincr
my shoulder, "Pm your new grandfather and here's your grand-
ma. Say good-bye to the boys. We've got fifteen miles to drive."
There was a shrieking chorus of farewells. Perhaps I imagined
that there were also sighs of relief from the attendants as we
climbed into a wagon and drove away. Late that night we arrived
at my new home.
While still on the road my confidence was won by the tactful
manner in which they included me in the conversation, casually,
as though I were, in fact, their grandson returning from a vacation.
As I sat wedged between them, agreeably warmed by their
bodies and soothed by their even voices, Grandmother gave my
hand a reassuring squeeze, telling me I need have no fear.
The4 family comprised Grandfather, Grandmother, Aunt Annie
and her husband Uncle Tom, and Gus, the hired man. Uncle
Ike, a son, was then away from home studying law, and two other
daughters were married and living elsewhere.
Grandfather was then about sixty years old, quite unlettered,
but by no means uninformed. With Grandma, his bride, he had
migrated from Kentucky into southern Iowa, taking a homestead
of eighty acres of rich bottom land and developing it into a farm.
A tempestuous, unreconstructed rebel, he was surrounded by
northern sympathizers, whose loyalty, however, had not moved
them to risk their lives in support of the Union during the Civil
War. But Grandfather had stolen away from home to join
QuantrePs Raiders. This circumstance, which the old gentleman
delighted in bringing up when arguments grew heated, kept
smouldering an enmity that had blazed furiously on many an
occasion. But by the time I arrived only a few occasional sparks
remained.
Within certain limits Grandfather was calm, suave and easy-
going, but when sufficiently provoked he was even more violently